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Once went forth to sow. 
In each heart were sown. 


Seeds of simple wisdom, 
Harvests yet ungrown 


By a peaceful lakeside 


Many years ago, 
Men learned how a sower 


a pleas- 





By a peaceful lakeside 
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save where come flooding rays 
Men learned how to pray. 


How the lilies grow. 
There, amid the olives, 

In the open day, 
Resting on a hillside, 


Many years ago, 
Men were bade consider 


Resting on a hillside 
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Of an organ that down in an alley merrily plays, 
Two children, all alone and no one by, 


Holding their tattered frocks, 
Their eyes shining, grave with a perfect pleasure. 


Lonely, save for a few faint stars, the sky 
Dreams; and lonely, below, the little street 

Into its gloom retires, secluded and shy. 
Scarcely the dumb roar enters this soft retreat; 
Of motion lightly threaded with nimble feet 
Dance sedately; face to face they gaze, 


And all is dark, 


SIMPLE WISDOM 


Would have said them nay— 
Andante 


All good things that grow; 
In a pleasant cornfield 


Though the stubborn-hearted 
On the Sabbath day. 


Many years ago, 
Men were bade delight in 
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In a pleasant cornfield, 


Words by 
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For Barbara Kliefoth 


THE NIGHT HAS A THOUSAND EYES 





THE DONKEY 
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Very quietly 


























Allegro ma non troppo 
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Words by 
F. W. BOURDILLON 
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REMEMBERING YOU 


When memory thus before me stands 
My thoughts of you are bitter- sweet; 
You held my life within your hands, 
You crushed my dreams beneath your feet. 
Yet tho’ no more I see your face, 
Know where you are, nor what you do, 
T love you still for this last grace 
Of sitting here, remembering you! 


As I sit here, remembering you, 

The scented dusk, like blessing, falls, 
The flowers lie dreaming in the dew, 

And sun gleams red on old, red walls. 
On eves like this, it used to be 

That life was full, and love was new— 
But now, there's nothing left to me 

But to sit here, remembering you! 


Words by Music by 
“DENA TEMPEST WILFRID SANDERSON 
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MY NIGHT MY DAWN, MY DAY 


Words by Music by 
EDWARD LOCKTON 


Moderato_ 



































BARBARA MELVILLE HOPE 
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MY OLD HOME TOWN 


Though there may be greater treasures, 
And there may be gayer pleasures 
Than the riches and the doings of my old Home Town; 
Yet there are no dearer places, 
And there are no kinder faces 
Than the plac+s and the people of my old Home Town. 


Though so far and wide I wander, 
Going here and going yonder, 
I can always hear the ealling of my old Home Town; 
I can hear it in my dreaming, 
When the sunset light is gleaming, 
And I never lose the longing for my old Home Town. 


Many stories have beeu told me, 
Many tender memories hold me, 
But the dearest are the stories of my old Home Town; 
In the midst of toil and doing, 
In the paths of life’s pursuing, 
Ev'ry thought of mine is winging to that old Home Town. 
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To Miss Natalie Huti 


CANTERBURY FAIR 


A little Indiscretion in the Old English Manner 
Music by 
== KENNETH LESLIE -SMITH 


Words by 
JAMES DYRENFORTH 






















































Com-in home a-lone_ yet... 
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Music by 
ALMA GOATLEY 


(CHINESE SONG) 


Like a hundred hov’ring fire-flies, ’round the windows far and wide, 


Paper lanterns, green or golden, burn along the river side. 
plaintive pipings of a silver throated flute. 


Someone plays it while they drift along beside the starry dome, 
Now I know the little pleasure boat is drawing near to home. 


A WALK BY THE RIVER AT NIGHT 
Creak of oars, and wash of water, rippling round a hidden boat. 


Thro’ the dark I hear a plashing, ever more and more remote, 
Now it fades afar, but softly on the night that else were mute, 
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I could not held him; 


Happily 


Not quick 


Will he then wing his way 
Back, at the close of day? 


My heart says, “never. 
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To Grace Matraw 


TIME OF ROSES 


Kor Barbara Kliefoth 


x 
=< 
= 
| 
BS 
2m 
E 
ns 
ica] = 
(j= 
Z 
< 
2p) 
=) 
i=) 
eo) 
& 
< 
wn 
< 
iso 
& 
fem] 
oO 
= 
Zz 
je3y 
meas 
BS 
Sa 
wn & 
28 
oA 
Pe 


It was not in the winter 
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Very quietly 


The churlish season never frowned 


On early lovers yet 











Music by 
GRACE MAYS 


O no, the world was newly crowned 


With flowers when first we met. 
Twas twilight and I bade you go, 
But still you held me fast: 

It was the time of roses, 

We plucked them when we passed. 


Words by 
THOMAS HOOD 

















Andante moderato 





con Ped. 


ter 


win- 


e 
Fs 
a 
E 
E 











> 


and eyes 


thous - 











It was thetime of. ros-es, 





Copyright MCMXIXXII by Boosey & Co., Lid. 









































Copyright MCMXXXV by Boorcy & Co.Ltd. 


